CHAPTER     NINETEEN

was my sweet illusion. I saw a little steel knob,
placed to press into the back of the skull. I saw a
heavy steel crank behind. But I saw no wires.

The executioner turned the crank. Involuntarily
I stepped back. I felt idiotically alarmed* I asked,
'You're sure the current's off?*

He grinned. 'There ain't any current to this
machine/

Then . .. What?'

For answer he put his thick grimy fingers to his
throat 'This is a throttling machine/ he said*

I stared at him, feeling as though I should be sick*
Through a buzzing in my ears I heard his explana-
tion * * *

*Quarter of an hour, it may take. Sometimes
twenty minutes* You see, men vary* Sometimes
that little knob catches 'em just at the top of the
spine, and breaks their neck, and then it's all over
quick. But there are others who ain't so lucky*
Spines won't break. They go on breathing. Tough
thing, a man's neck, when you come to think of it.*

I got to the door. A blaze of sunlight shone into
the room, licking round the hideous thing like a
flame* Still the voices pursued me, louder, for fear
I should not hear . . *

'There's a man waiting now, upstairs. He's for it
next month. Would you like to have a look at him?'

I was outside again. A batch of prisoners looked
at me curiously* I ran to the entrance, and pushed
past the guard* I wanted to die.
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